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A Book

NZIA YZIERSKA, suthor of “Hungry
Hearts” and “Balome of the Tene
ments,” asked me to lunch to-dsy L

meet James Harvey Robinson, the author of
“The Mind in the Making," that remarkable
history of idean which has mow been on the
beat selling lista for neetly o year. Misa
Yaiertka s sn estremely emotional, neatel”
sonaitive woman, with slmost ne mantal dis
¢lpling or training and enly a meager edu-

cation, who has somehow managed in tht |

stories of hers that T have read to give life
and vividness and dtema ta her pietares of
the Ghetto. While we were waiting for Dr,
Rebinson she told me that enly yeaterday
Dr. Robinson had told her something about
berself which wis te save her many honr*
tches, She ssked me IF 1 was interestad in
paychonnalysis and if 1 know anything
akout the inferiority comples, to which |
seplied thaty while what the paychounalysts
cull an Inferiority complex Is responsible
for & grest deal of pain, it |s zls0 supposed
te be regponsible for nearly oll the great
achievements tn the world. She said that as
n child she was brought up amid the poverty
and rqualor of the East Side, and that her
inforiority eomplex at that time manifested
jteelf in a fesr and envy ol the rich and
powerful, and that since she had begon
to write it manifested itoell in a fear
and envy of literiry people. “For years
T lived np isolated life” she swid. “I lved
entirely within myself, secing no one, form-
Ing no social contacts. Thes | realized
that that was bad for me, that | was too
 much wrapped wp In iy ows dreams and

idens, and that I had to meet people and :

know what they were thinking and saying and
doing. 1 wanted to know liternry people, but
I foutid them so hard to approach | waz aflraid
of them and what they would say wbout my
work, They all seemed ta know se much
mare than [ do. Then, when my new honk
wak finished | went areund to all the erities

sod tedod 1o tell them what | had aimed at |

in my novel, to make them understand me

* pot dismiss my book as hysterical and
pviremotionel. These people in the Ghetie
are high-strung, inarticn ate,
tungry for little bits of sympathy, love and
bonuty; they are like children; what arems
bysterieal or overemotional to Anglo-Saxons
in them is a natural state, heennse they feel
so deeply end are not educatod enocgh to
erticulnte their emotions. | tried to explain
this; but just what 1 feared would happen
did happen, Reviewers sald | wus incoherent
snd hysterienl. | way nearly driven out of
my head Ly what they said about my hook.
And then Dr, Robimson, whe is r0 kind and
vise, told me that the tronuble with me was
that | had an inferiority complex and that
the reviewers had inferiority complexes, too,
but of n different order. They are like little
children trying te be grown-ups, he sald, nnid
to keep their jobs they have to appear to be
all-knowing and all-wise, while | am afraid
and taken in by their superior alr,

“He told me not to worry about what they
said, not to pay any aitentian to them, but
to keep confidence in, mysell and go shead
anid do my best, be myvelf. That is a great
load off my mind."” P

Dr. Robinson, a tised-lvoking, gray-haired
little man, somewhere in the sixties, | should
say, with the humorous twinkle of a skeptic
in his eye, came in after n while and sat
down, saying nothing until something came
up about eduration, particularly about grad-
date institutions. He was unequivesal in
his strictures upon a college edueation, say-
ing that under our educntional systems the
four or six or eight years n eollege are
ordinarily only #0 moch waste_of valuable
time: that in any group of college graduates
there is nothing to distinguish them, intel-
lectually, from men who kave not been to
schoal; that most graduate students are men
who have been unable to come to terms with
life and are deferring contact with it under
the supposition that by reading and study
they will find some magic formuld which will
enable them to get on. The reason college
stadents seldom learn anything is that the
subjects are taught by men who are not at
all interested in the subjects they are teach-

ing, “A professor will be giving a course of

lectures on the Frinch Revolution,” he said.

“He has given it over and over again, always

out of hooks, ns if it were an isolited phe-

nomenon, unrelated to life, and since he is
not vitally interested in it himsell he can-
not communicate any interest to his stu.
dents.”
Dr.

man Natare and Conduct” and the volume
that preceded it were the “two greatest
worls of philosopby ever written.” Frank

Moore Colby said something of the sort to | Yox ithelsts wnd deceliots of all kinds. | ture than (hat-exemplified in novels by Win
. ' Y els by Wi

| e |
mental note to get hold of these works

They are so |

Robinson startled me somewhat by |
saying that he thought Jobn Dewey's “Hu- |

;lano' monthe age, and [ made

ible, Come one At the table wald
|mumuo . y for (be

that Dewey was not clear or eAR
te read, but Dr. Robinsen wald that

Dewey was 80 busy with his problems that he
had not time ta learn the aft of pxpressing
| his idean in teema overy one eould unlder-
slard and that people who came after him
\ ¢ould do that for him.
ike most ef tye mo
| Drf‘llnbiuull putasdittle fuith in what ordi-
narily passes for theught, fipding premter
signifeance In enotion. Above all, he has 3
contempt for what he ealls  “iha old
loglelans' method of yeasaning.” ll_e ini We
My, skepticn) of all abatract doetrines and
ponoralit oa. ' Oge of cur greatant prolilems,
fie says, is that of geiting the human raee
out of its infantile stage of emation nad in-
| tolligence. We prow vp in awe end [dar or
admiration for eur parents, and as we g
thysugh iife we keep o8 transferring thet
awe, fear or admiration to ether people or
things, even abalLractiens, relying too little
upon ourrelves, paasing the buek to others
for our failures, e
| thing he sald impressed me greatly because
| it Js the philosaphical kervel of my helief
' in the impossibility of objective eriticiam,
1t 19: "There ®an be no abjectivity, besnuse
an object is comprehended only subjectively.”
An object may have an existence in itaelf, but
| we can know thst object on’y as it exints
ir our minds. A form of agreement among
men of recognized taste and [ntelligence may
' be reacted, say, in regard to certuin points
considersd to be merits in a work of art, and
in so far a3 one critie iv able ta dolineate
thore points he may be satd to write ohjee-
tive eriticism, tut even that sort of object-
{~ity 1s sabjective, after all.
Hazel and 1 went 1o digner to-night at the
| Lome of Miss Dorothy Secstborough, who
gives courses in the short story at Co'umbin
and 13 the auther of “The Supernatural in
Fnglish Fittion.” We {ound there Miss Dorothy
Brewster, Prof, Jokn Lyon and John Weaver,
and after dinner, with Weaver there Loep rod
my memory with “Tell them sbuout
time"™ I relnied anecdotes of Chicago
liternry activity until neerly m dnight, The
incredible wnd comical aspects of

Jern prychologiats,

more

thut feverish period began, 1 believe, nbout |

the time Lhat Margaret Anderson, a heautiful
glrl eager for culture, came up from the
| provinces and hy sheer force of personality
got money for and began insuing “The Little
Review."

training in  msthetie  matiers,
jgnorant, but sublimely assured, gathered
sround her most of the men and women who
wore seeking individual yelf-exprossion, with.

| out regard to what tradition had dictated—
| Curl Sandburg. Ezra Pound, Sherwood Ander- |
son, Edgar Lee Masters, Ben Hecht, Stanley

| Gzokalski, Miaxwell Bodenheim, Alfred Kreym-
borg, Vachel Lindsay, Alesander Kaun,
John Cowper Powys, Dr. George Burman
Foster, 'Llewellyn Jones, Jane Heap and
dozens of others. “Poetry: A Maga-
gine of Verse” Thad already gained
an International reputation and was printing
contributions from England, France and Italy, .
as well as from America; and Maorice
Browne had got his' Little Theater mueh
talked about, and Miss Mary Garden had
helped the interest crented in Chicago as »
musieal center by the late Theodore Thomas
pnd his superb orehiéstea; but Miss Anderson
sounded the proper note of youthful revelt,
“no compromisze with the publie taste,” and
printed storieg and poems by Anderson, Sand-
Lurg, Bodenheim and Heeht which had been
turnad down by every maguuine in the coun-
try. Europeans began to send contributions;
“The Little Review" paid nothing, but poets,

England showed a lively interest in the mag-
nrine and considered it an honor to appear
ir it. Remy dv Gourment wrote that it was
the only magnzine in English that was not
ncoribund, the only one in which he cared
th nppesr. Lord Dunsany sent a story and
Miss Anderson returned it, raying, “Why do
you send us such drool? Try it on ‘The At-
fantie Monthly.'” . . ..There followed,
| inevitably, quarr and professional jeal-
cusies, ncrimonious debates, schisme, eritienl
wars; all of which showed that art was, with
these young people, s living issue, not a
musetim  exhibit, There camo the
Dill Piekle Claub, founded by an out-of-work
| paperhmnger, whe was said th Knve been &
bumbmaker for the sabotage squad from the
L W, W, and whose curious forum was at-
tenda] by about an equal proportion of North
Share woeiety lecders, University of Chicagd
proefavars and of pickpockets, morons, srap-

N

the !

It was a lopdly and belligerent !
litile magazine from the first, and Miss An+ |
derson, having only an instinet for and ra |

bli !
ecdinsidl 2ine which was the first one in English to

srtiets, ndvelists, musiclans in France and

|

never growing up. One |

| them

b

| “Deega” wus pet en by a Listle Thester

eats and Robert Nichols, Si. John Ervine
:a‘- Faank Warris, Alfred Kroymborg and
Emma Goldman, poets, editors, rovelists, Tee-
tored of reelted there and endured afterdnrd
the splenetie, ludierous, rudicaious heokling
of the érowd. . . Thete was the time
when Margarer Andic #dn . stood in the cor-
vidar of the Fine Arts Building impntiontly
lequiring when the vevolution was going lo
Loging there was the tims when Ben Hueht's

prosp an the Borth Side and the first words
witerad by the eentral eharavier nei eurd
atipgle and tongues gabBirg for weeks;

thete was the time when Bodenhein stioked
w pige four dml a hall feet
Mizhigan Avenue and maked prdestelans to
light it for him; thers wui the time when |
Waldo Erank wan guest of honor ol Tennes-

e Mitchell's house and sat snucer eyod with

long on I

amagernent while two [terary sningonists

fonght for five hours steadily over
literature, calliog  ench  other  hames
ndroltlys  there was the "time o "poet {
who has & mania for wsympathy ban- |

daged Bis arm whieh he said he had broken
and lived for three wesks at the house of |
another poet, having everything done for him,
until the host insisted that the bandiges be
changed for fear of gangrene, only ta dis-
covelf that the arm was not injored wt all; |
there was the time when Carl Sandburg snd
Pon Hecht framed on W, L, George at lunch- |
ean wo that every time George psked silly
questions about the erotie propensities of
American women  In high'y  euphemisiic
and tecknical terms they would pnawer him
in stgch ccurse nnd obscene words o they
Fud nat thought of since the days (hoy raw
chalked up on outhouses, making
Coorge blush to the roots of his halr pnd
choke violently with embarrassment, and
there was the time wher Ben Refiman in-
iroduced Emmu Goldman st tie most escly-
sive soc al-literary saclety in Chicago with &
short dissertation on sex which sent women
sereeching from the room—this same Ben
who has now become an ardent Christian
and & most respoctable citizen: and there
was the time—but these anecdotes are ul-
most inechadstible; they often sound incred- |
ible, and many of the best ones cannot be
related in & great family newspaper. . . .
Chicngo's literary renalssange had ity gomienl
and ironical side, but it Is a lively and, |
think, a healthy event. It had more vigor
and independence than the one that preceded
i1--the period of the Whitsehapel Club and
the “Chaphook” erowd, strange cultural nhe-
nomena in ®hat was then the most materia!
and ugly of cities, m periog of literary activ-
ity which produced a short-lived little maga. |

take notice of the French symbolists, the
first to publish translations of Mallarmé.
Associnted with this period were Percival
Pollard, Stephen Crane, Frank Norris, Ham-
lin Garland, Vance Thompson, Finley Peter
Dunne, George Ade, Eugene Field, Herbort
Stone, Henry Blake Fuller, Harrison Rhedes,
Hobart Chatfield Chatfield-Taylor, Elis W,
Peattie, Opie Read and that chap whose name
I forget and whage admirers say Jack London
plagiarized in “Before Adam.” This group
was, of course, long before my time, but 1
have heard much about it from Rebert Burns
Peattie, John Stahl and others, and [ hope
that some day Pesttie or H. B. Fuller will
give us a history of it

There are times when | have doubts sbout
the directive utility of eriticlsm, but before
I leave off this subject 1 wish to record my
Lolief that the initial stimulus to the period
whieh flowered in “Pootry: A Magaxine of
Yerse,” “Thé Little Review,” the Litile The-
ster and sll those things in Chicugo came
from a two-page weekly review of books in
“The Chieago Evening Post.” On the paper
at that time were Francis Hackett, Floyd Dell,
Julian Masen, Tiffany Blake and Percy Ham-
mond.. Hackett and Dell had a vast enthnsi-
nsm for modern literature and an equally
vast enthusinsm for life. They had a free
hand. They made of their section o living
thing. They introduced Chieago readers to
Gorky, Dostievsky, Tolstoy, Samuel Butler,
Strindherg, Shaw, Ibsen and & host 4f others.
They wrote with a gusto, without pedantry
or neademic unction. They wrote about lit-
erature in termy of Chicago. Hackett came
on to New York and was succeeded by Dell,
who wns In turs succeeded by Luclan and
Augusta Carey, who also came to New York,
leaving the department in the hands of
Llewellyn Jones, the first eritic in this coun. *
try to kail Joseph Hergesheimer, Lascelles
Abercrombie and Walter de In Mare. . .

Yes, it was Hackett and Dell and their
group of adventurous-minded and enthusi-
astic reviewers, | beliove, who first '"tll to
awaken an intetest in other modern litera.

| the eblldren to go to bed ang g

I great hook In “The Autobiography of & u.

| earnestly, wincersly

ston Churehill, John Foxi jr..
flarold MucGrath snd Marion
were tadieal, exuberant, cq -
slve, Intolorant, young and pog ¢
educated; hot they wors alivg,
enger; they loved buoks and
They communleated an enth
SUNDAY, DECEMRER
Went ‘matoring yesterday
danesd antll late lant night,
antil noon, Read ‘he new “Bp
from Dreiser’s “A  Book
(whieh ) hind read [0 manase
the Bulletin of the Metropo!iig
Art abeu! the Egyption exeoi
day po sers, and “Haman Chu
Mot (sn ‘wxevllent bos
Arthur Knapp snd | went .
dropped 13 st the Bowery 7 g
terfs t2 get o cup of cofer sndl
Hage! and | had some a7 rabiy

]

the tree up Hasel wanted
ratione 61 Nervell, saying thut |
lireaking things, 5 | psnemblod the
train and nently wore out the hatte
ing with it

' MONDAY, DECEMIER %3

The ehildren wers

ta put il

. p oot T:15 and

tront room at least five mingles [T

£ thero. Ruth |5 airesdy the despalr
motRer: slis saen 1o be invyrably 4

and mid-Vietoriyr déapite heresurron

and her mother's theorlex about ﬂ-:- [
pendence of wumen Bhe wanted & ‘
urr.‘a.n'c atl dolls and ted tables and dishas
and she tikos tie most- masernal interpst fn %
these thinge, roeking away hor dolfy neally

at nigh I foresae misunderstpnd-
ing, teo nge made 8 maek ¢f, e pasaibly
henrtapive Ta Frank Cane's paty %
Ro-righy, B

- . ¢ gay throng. with Ware
ennille; reciting his Christmas $ceings,

lieebers Gorman tonsorially rep'sis. Vanlg
Marinoff srd Bermardine Scolt 11 Zemingly
resplendent posns and everyl ods very hopes 3
; o Thence 1o see Men Heok's “Thy'

Egotist,” rye e |l oAt of whieh |-
laughed | enrti ard shich in, | think, b ]
bert vehiele Ditrichatein has had sinep “The I'
Great Loy Rl

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 2%,
Went with Otto Liverright to the ofiensof -

"“The Pietorial Review"” to plek up M

by

Vagee for lunch. In M nee's offier hmms
what atruck me os the most smusing '""’1”
tion J could peenll having scer on & phate
graph. 1% was 8 pleture of Wallaes . ‘J
with the legend: “From Vox Populi te 1
Del,” We drooped in for a chat with ax

-

Liveright, who told us bhe thinks be hes

legger,” the auther of wihich, he says,
kis work®very serioualy; espeeially his lils
ary work, and means to tell the veuth, b

At lunek Mr. Varees told us about (e
when ke worked for Drelser when Dre
war editor of & woman's magacioe, and :
in those days Dreiser wais the uost oyt
of editors, afrald of new veptures and wr
suggedtions, and trying eut nothing wnld \
had called for “The Bible” (“The Ladh
Homu Journal”™) te see wihether it aln
had the sanctiof of Edward ok, o
amusing to me, beeause it wa. only the
duy that Dreiser was telling me that
haven't the courage 1o .publish
rew, utinsualy out of the regular
Mre. Vance has had the courage 10
great number of hitherto ur'oxrd of write
ol merit, and to go counter to ol
superstitions without any appreciable y
off of circulatio. On the contramg. 8
Went to see Thie Theater Culld's po
of Paul Clandel's “The Tidings B
Mary” and enjoyed it as much ga am
I believe | ever saw in the theater,
Galunti®re first called my attention to ()
several years age and | read this play
“L'Otage™ without enthusinsm, almost
oul interest, 1 read Jucques Riviere's
of Clande! in “Etudes” and still failed to i
in his poetry or his drama much th
pressed me; but to-night 1 enjoyed the |
sort of sustained satisfaction Trom this pit
that | get out of u Céaur Frunck chen o
o Brahms symphony—not ose m
moment of relaxed attention: &
wirk of sheer msthetic harmony and il
ness, A great deal of the credit for 8
dus, I think, to Komisarjevsky, the pre

chorua of nuns and uses but one seiting
signed by Lee Simonson) for the
designated by Claudel. That Is wh
means, I think, to exercise imaginasts
production of a play; it i+ to im
the intention of Claude! withoat all
poet's text,



